THE Clandon-Hartleys did not come down to dinner.

I was interested in them in spite of myself. So Mrs
Clandon-Hardey was an Italian! That explained a lot. It
explained the Major's use of the word 'apperitivo* when
he had been talking to me the night previously. It ex-
plained his wife's forbidding silence. She was shy of
speaking broken English. It explained why 'my good
lady' was a 'bit religious.' It explained her un-English
appearance. And Clandon-Hartley himself was a shell-
shock case not responsible for his actions. I remembered
Mary Skelton's doubt of that. Well, if their account of the
incident on the beach were accurate. I was inclined to
doubt it too. It sounded as if there had been more to
the affair than a mere neurotic outburst. But it was
no affair of mine. I had more important things to think
about. This wretched business of the Clandon-Hartleys
had rendered the Skeltons useless from my point of
view. There had been *a lot of coming and going.' That
presumably had taken place while I was in the village. It
was hopeless.

Dinner was nearly over when Koche came on to the
terrace and announced that a ping-pong table had been
erected under the trees in the garden and that guests
were invited to make use of it. By the time I had finished
my dinner I could hear that die invitation had been
accepted. I wandered towards the sound.